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Author's Notes: 


Last minute entry for me, the prompt caught my eye on a last run through and | think | might have put too 
much of my personal life into it, but there you go. 


David's favourite spot in the house was ironically not inside it. The porch was still lovingly decorated and the 


endless farmland reminded him of home. It was much hillier than Minnesota. Minnesota hadn't been home for 


decades but he didn't dwell on details these days. 


Rain washed away the last of the gritty snow and turned the horse paddocks to fields of brown and mud that 
made the white fences seem out of place. A plush throw kept the worst of the chill away. He could never have 
been sitting outside this close to Christmas in Jackson. Christmases in California had been spent on the beach 
or at BBQ's. A few years in Arizona he'd had to dodge hail and the view from his small ‘porch' had been 
horrible. Suburbanites didn't get porches like this. This was a proper country porch, glammed up for the 


wealthy Nashville elite. 


He'd spent a lot of time right here, curled up on the far end of the wicker loveseat. He could see people come 
up the driveway and still had good wifi signal. A small table had been placed next to the davenport when they 
noticed his claim on the seat. Sofa, David corrected himself. No one under eighty called them davenports 


anymore and certainly not here. 


He checked his cell phone, still waiting on a call that he knew he didn't want to take. No texts either, which was 
a good thing, unless.. He stretched under his blanket, trying to force his worry away. He'd know. Everyone said 
he would know when it was close but every little bump along the way had left him paranoid and worried. 


The weather wasn't helping. Damp and cold were not good for the lungs. A few more days of gray drizzle and 
sleet would have him doubting everything and buying a plane ticket for San Diego. At least he could see the 
fields and watch the horses when they'd be set to pasture. Rocky would always trot to the fence and stare at 
him before running away. David hadn't spent enough time in the barn to get to know them properly. 


The screen door creaked and David didn't look up. There was only a handful of people it could be and none of 
them would be a surprise. A steaming mug of coffee was set before him, breaking his trance. The landscape 


was blurred from more than just rain as he wiped his eyes and tried to bottle up his fear. 
"No word yet," he said as a slim body set next to him, wrapped in their own plush blanket. He glanced at his 
phone, sure that the ringer was on and up but needing to watch for the call to come in. Dave leaned his head 


against Junior's shoulder and watched the rain, waiting with him for the doctor to call back. 


Dave drew out his own phone and typed something in the notes. His phone had become invaluable in the last 


few weeks since they took his voice away. 
Love you. Dont worry, he'd written 


"Love you too." Some of the anxiousness melted away at having Dave near. He turned and kissed his hair, far 


away from the still healing marks where they had to screw the frame into his skull for surgery. 


Dave pointed at the coffee, reminding him to drink it before it got cold. "Thanks," David said, reaching forward 


and taking a calming sip. 
He'd gotten a few sips when his phone screen lit up, the flash going off and the phone vibrating before the 
alarm sounded. David grabbed it and eyeballed the familiar number, quickly glancing to Dave to make sure he 


was ready. 


David set the phone to speaker and held it between them. "Mustaine residence." 


